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of Heaven and the Mother of God should be to linman
feeling only as a sister of charity or a gleaner in the fields,
is to abuse reason and to outrage the heart/

* We live in dark times/ said Lothair, with an air of
distress.

4 Not darker than before the deluge,' exclaimed Father
Coleman; < not darker than before tlio Nativity; not
darker even than when the saints became martyrs. There
is a Pharos in the world, and its light will never bo ex-
tinguished, however black the clouds and wild the- waves.
Man is on his trial now, not the Church ; but in the service
of the Church his highest energies may be developed, and
iiis noblest qualities proved/

Lothair seemed plunged in thought, and Father Coleman
glided away as Lady St, Jerome entered tho gallery,
shawled and bonneted, accompanied by another priest,
Monsignore Catesby.

Catesby was a youthful member of an ancient English
house, which for many generations had without a murmur,
rather in a spirit of triumph, made every worldly sacrifice
for the Church and Court of K/ome. For that cause they
had forfeited their lives, broad estates, and all the honours
of a lofty station in their own land. Reginald Catesby
with considerable abilities, trained with consummate skill,
inherited their determined will, and the traditionary beauty
of their form and countenance. Iiis manners were win-
ning, and he was as well informed in the ways of the world
as he was in the works of the great casuists.

' My Lord has ordered the char-a-banc, and is going to
drive us all to Chart, where we will lunch/ said Lady St.
Jerome ; * 'tis a cuiious place, and was planted only seventy
years ago by my Lord's grandfather, entirely with spruce
firs, but with so much care and skill, giving each plant and
tree ample distance, that they have lisen to the noblest
proportions, with all their green branches far-spreading on
the ground like huge Cans.'